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The WEAVER and his 
Sweetheart. 


Am a Weaver by my trade, 
I fell in love with a ſervant maid, 
It I her favour-could but win, 


Then Iſhall weave, and ſhe ſhall ſpin, 


His fa her to him ſcornfully faid, 
How can yon fancy a ſervant maid, 
When you may have ladies fine and gay, 


Dreſt like unto the Queen of May, 


As for your ladies I don't care, , 
Could I but enjoy my only dear, 
It makes me mourn when I thought to \ 
ſmile, 9 


And I will wander the woods fo wild, - +4 


I went unto my loye's chamber-door, 
Where oftimes I had been betore ; 
But I could not ſpeak nor vet go in, 
To the pleaſant bed my love lay in. 


How can you tell what a pleaſant bed, 
Where nothing lies but a fervant-maid, ? 

A ſervant-maid altho' ſhe be, 
Bleſt is the man that enjoyeth ſhe. ; X 


A pleaſant thought came in my mind, 

I turned down ihe ſheets ſo fine, 

There I ſaw two white breaſts hang folow 

Much like two white hills covered with 
—_— 


My love ſhe lives in the country of North, 
And I myſelf live a great way off; 

And when I weave in the county of Down 

Then I will weave her a holland Gown. 


My love is fick and like to die, 
A moſt unhappy young man am 

But at length che Weavers joy was bleſt, 

And he got the ſervant Maid at laſt. 4 
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